vided a splash of colour. They were headed by a
huge clenched fist scattering top-hatted capitalists,
priests and Phalangists. Their banners were excel-
lent examples of pictorial propaganda at its best.
One of them I noticed called upon fellow-artists to
avenge Barral, one of the world's most brilliant sculp-
tors killed by the Fascists.
More bands, women's miliua in blue or khaki over-
alls, keeping well in step. An Alpine battalion with
snow-shoes and skis ready for service in the Guadarra-
mas. Then came the centurias from Sarrid, first the
Thaelmann Centuria in steel helmets, each man a
born soldier. In their ranks marched such men as
Ludwig Renn, Hans Beimler and Kurt Eisner, con-
vinced pacifists. The Press had praised their splen-
did service on the Aragon front, the crowds roared
their welcome.
Behind them came the French Centuria, each man
smiling at the girls as they passed. The English
group, nine strong, were swallowed in a miscellany
of Poles, Slavs, Belgians, Dutch, and Negroes of un-
knowable origin. They made a bright and varied
show. Long Sid marched at the head with a large
red banner, a change of wind was sufficient to wrap
him in its folds. He had the look of a town council-
lor at a bazaar opening, that is not going too well.
Then came the Spanish Centurias, inctividtialists aH
from the step they took, to the variations they tried